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IN LUCETUA

Karen Quinlan

On November 10, 1975, Judge
Robert Muir, Jr. of Morris County,
New Jersey, handed down an opinion entitled: "In the Matter of Karen
Quinlan: An Alleged Incompetent."
Behind that cool title lies one of the
most perplexing and tormenting
stories of recent years. As a new year
dawns, Karen Quinlan's story deserves continuing attention because
it raises questions about the quality
of life and the nature of death which
humankind must answer sooner or
later. For a few moments, though,
let us reflect on the manner in which
those questions were addressed by
the news media and by Judge Muir.
The radio, television, and newspaper editors focused on Joseph
and Julia Quinlan, Karen's parents.
They are shown entering and leaving the courthouse, their thoughts
are solicited by bearers of microphones and notepads, the nuances
of their vocal and facial expressions
are recorded on tape and paper.
Their agony became the story. Even
though the reasons for this emphasis have not been explained by the
editors, there is no mystery about
it. After all, Mr. and Mrs. Quinlan
were the most accessible participants "In the Matter of Karen Quin-
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Ian" and, after Karen herself, the
most deeply involved.
For Judge Muir the agony of
Karen Quinlan's parents, for which
he expresses great sympathy, is an
extraneous matter. He chooses to
focus on Karen Quinlan and devotes
twenty-two of forty-four pages of
his opinion to the facts of her condition. The reading of these facts
produces a different impression of
Karen Quinlan than does listening
to and watching her parents. One
does not sympathize any less with
the Quinlans after reading Judge
Muir's opinion. Indeed, one's sympathy deepens because it is obvious
from the opinion that the matter is
much more complex than one had
supposed from the reporting.
It was apparently not practical
for news media to probe the facts
of Karen Quinlan's condition. As
an example, consider the matter of
"brain death." Those who learned
about Karen Quinlan from the news
media may have heard or seen references to the Harvard Medical
School Criteria for brain death.
To the best of our recollection,
however, no reporter or editor ever
bothered to state the criteria or
explain their significance. Yet
whether Karen Quinlan's brain was
alive or dead was, perhaps, the most
important question of fact which
Judge Muir faced. Accordingly, on

page eleven of his opmwn, he included a statement of the Criteria.
As a public service, The Cresset
reprints the relevant portion of
Judge Muir's opinion:
Dr. Robert J. Morse, Karen
Quinlan's physician asserted
with medical certainty that
Karen Quinlan is not brain
dead. He identified the Ad
Hoc Committee of Harvard
Medical School Criteria as the
ordinary medical standard for
determining brain death and
that Karen satisfied none of
the criteria. These criteria are
set forth in a 1968 report entitled "Report of the Ad Hoc
Committee of Harvard Medical School to Examine the Definition of Brain Death: A
Definition of
Irreversible
Coma,"205.j.A.M.A. 85 (1968).
The report reflects that it
is concerned "only with those
comatose individuals who
have discernible central nervous system activity" and the
problem of determining the
characteristics of a permanently non-functioning brain.
The criteria established are:
1. Unreceptivity and Unresponsivity- There is a total
unawareness to externally applied stimuli and inner need
3

and complete unresponsiveness. . . . Even the most intensely painful stimuli evoke
no vocal or other response,
not even a groan, withdrawal
of a limb, or quickening of
respiration.
2. No Movements or
Breathing -Observations
covering a period of at least
one hour by physicians is adequate to satisfy the criteria of
no spontaneous muscular
movement or spontaneous
respiration or response to
stimuli such as a pain, touch,
sound, or light. After the patient is on a mechanical respirator, the total absence of
spontaneous breathing may be
established by turning off the
respirator for three minutes
and observing whether there
is any effort on the part of the
subject to breathe spontaneously ....
3. No Reflexes- Irreversible coma with abolition of
central nervous system activity is evidenced in part by the
absence of elicitable reflexes.
The pupil will be fixed and
dilated and will not respond
to a direct source of bright
light. Since the establishment
of a fixed, dilated pupil is
clear-cut in clinical practice,
there would be no uncertainty as to its presence. Ocular
movement (to head turning
and to irrigation of ears with
ice water) and blinking are
absent. There is no evidence
of postural activity (deliberate or other). Swallowing,
yawning, vocalization are in
abeyance.
Corneal
and
pharyngeal reflexes are absent.
As a rule the stretch of tendon reflexes cannot be elicited; i.e., tapping the tendons
of the biceps, triceps, and pronator muscles, quadriceps,
and gastrocnemius muscles
with the reflex hammer elicits no contraction of the respective muscles. Plantar or
4

noxious stimulation gives no
response.
4. Flat-Electroencephalogram- of great confirmatory
value is the flat or iso-electric
EEG ....
All tests must be repeated
at least 24 hours later with no
change.
The validity of such data
as indications of irreversible
cerebral damage depends on
the exclusion of two conditions: hypothermia (temperatur~ below ninety degrees
Fahrenheit) or central nervous system depressants, such
as barbiturates.
Prior to the statement of these
criteria, Judge Muir reviews the
tests which doctors made on Karen
Quinlan. The tests are precisely
those required by the Criteria.
Karen responded to all of them
except certain tests for t~ndon reflexes. On page thirteen of his opinion, Judge Muir writes that a general synopsis of medical testimony
indicates that doctors and nurses
found Karen comatose, emaciated and in a posture of extreme flexion and rigidity of
the arms, legs, and related
muscles which could not be
overcome, with her joints
severely rigid and deformed.
During the examination, she
went through awake and sleep
periods but mostly awake.
The eyes moved spontaneously. She made stereotyped
cries and sounds with her
mouth opened wide when she
did so. Cries were evoked
when there was noxious stimulation. She reflexed to
noxious stimuli. Her pupils
reacted to light and her retinas were normal. ... She triggered the respirator during
the entire examinadon, that is,
she assisted the respirator
by breathing spontaneously.
When she was removed from
the respirator, with an oxygen catheter inserted through

traecheostomy, she breathed
spontaneously and her blood
gases were in a normal range.
Her EEG showed normal
electrical activity for a sedated person. (She was sedated
for the EEG.)
Earlier Judge Muir notes several
other "Vital Signs" found in charts
kept by the nurses who provide
twenty-four hour care:
1. Her color was generally pale, her skin warm, she
was almost constantly suffering from diaphoresis (sweating), many times profusely
but occasionally moderately
or not at all;
2. There was always a reaction to painful stimuli, she
responded decerebrately to
pain, she sometimes would
grimace as if in pain, which
would be followed by increased
rigidity of her arms and legs;
3. There would be periodic contractions and spasms,
periodic yawning, periodic
movements of spastic nature;
4. Pupils were sometimes
dilated, sometimes normal
but almost always sluggish to
light;
5. Body waste disposal
through the urethral catheter
and the bowel was indicated to
occur ....
(Items 6 through 10 refer again
to her posture and breathing, and
to treatment of bedsores.)
11. On May 7th, nurses
indicated she blinked her
eyes two times when asked
to and appeared responsive
by moving her eyes when
talked to but there is no further evidence of this type
reaction thereafter.
On page 14 of his opinion, Judge
Muir writes:
All agree she is in a persistent vegetative state. She is
described as having Irreversible brain damage; no cogThe Cresset

nitive or cerebral functioning; chances for useful sapient
life or return of discriminative functioning are remote.
The absence of knowledge on
the events precipitating the
condition, the fact that other
patients have been comatose
for longer periods of time and
recovered to function as a
human made Dr. Cook (a corroborating Physician) quality
his statement as to the return
to discriminative functioning .
All agree she is not brain dead
by present known medical
criteria and that her continued
existence away from the respirator is a determination for
a pulmonary internist.
The question then becomes : should
death be allowed to end a persistent vegetative state. It is too plain
that Karen Quinlan is alive, though
in a vegetative state. The Quinlans
had determined during the summer
to "discontinue all extraordinary
measures, including the use of a
respirator for our daughter Karen
Quinlan" and had signed a release
confirming their decision. It was
Doctor Morse who "felt he could not
and would not agree to the cessation of the respirator assistance .. . .
After checking on other medical
case histories, he concluded to terminate the respirator would be a
substantial deviation from medical
tradition, that it involved ascertaining 'quality of life,' and that
he would not do so" (Judge Muir's
opinion, page nineteen).
Two factors complicated Dr.
Morse's decision. First, he did not
have adequate knowledge of Karen
Quinlan's medical history immediately prior to her admission to the
hospital. Her symptoms are consistent with "a lesion on the cerebral
hemispheres and a lesion in the
brain stem" but it is not known if
the lesions were caused by an overdose of drugs, by lead poisoning,
foul play, a head injury due to a
fall, or some other cause. (Recent
attention to bruises on her body
has led to further speculation that
January, 1976

No one bothered to explain the
Harvard Medical School Criteria;
or the degree to which Karen Quinlan met or failed to meet those criteria; or the limitations imposed
upon a physician by the inability
to obtain a history and the limitation of his instruments.

she may have been beaten.) Second,
diagnostic instruments such as the
EEG have serious limitations. On
page six of his opinion, Judge Muir
writes: "The EEG establishes the
existence or non-existence of normal patterns. It does not precisely
locate the insult or lesion causing,
in this case, the unconsciousness.
Dr. Morse indicated the EEG performed at the outset established
nothing abnormal for a comatose
person and did not establish the
offending agent to her central nervous system which caused her unconsciousness. Subsequent EEGs
provided no further information.
All indicated brain rhythm or activity."
Given the evidence presented in
these passages, it is difficult to see
how Judge Muir could have granted
the Quinlans' petition. Yet those
factors which bore heavily on his
decision were factors to which the
news media paid little attention.

In this last limitation there is
irony because the sophistication of
medical technology brought Karen
Quinlan to the attention of the
courts and the world. Science devised a means of keeping her in a
"persistent vegetative state." Sooner
or later philosophy and religion
must decide if such "states" require
preservation. In the matter of Karen
Quinlan, the law was asked to decide and it decided rightly and more
competently than any of us would
have been able to had we relied on
the news media for the facts.
-AFS

KALEIDOSCOPE

time compressed
into a slender cylinder of hours
a treasure tube
where
even the smallest gestures
the gentle twists & turns
of looks & laughter
create
riots of rainbows
loosed
from the customary contours of
their narrow arcs, these
unique configurations
tumble freely
shifting, delicate designs
caught for one fleeting moment
only by our eyes

NADIA CHRISTENSEN
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The Christian In A Bicentennial Year

KENNETH HEINITZ

I. THE LAND
Thankful to God for the many blessings that He has
given us as a people in the United States, we anticipate
what we hope and pray will be a renewal of our selfunderstanding as a nation under God.
An appeal to God for His grace and blessing is particularly appropriate at the time of our bicentennial.
It is also appropriate and important aside from the
bicentennial, for we have experienced considerable disillusionment in the past years by what we have seen of
ourselves. As a consequence, we the people of the United
States are not as certain as we would like to be about our
identity as a nation and our relationship with God.
With this perspective, we can understand somewhat
better the deep irony of our difficulty in determining
how enthusiastic or how restrained the bicentennial
celebration should be.
Reflecting this difficulty, an editorial writer recently
questioned the propriety of some pre-bicentennial pub-

Dr. Kenneth; Reinitz is Acting Chairman of the Department of Theology at Concordia Teachers College,
River Forest. He holds the STM from the Lutheran
School of Theology, Chicago and a PhD in English from
Loyola, Chicago. He has written articles on Ebeling and
Moltmann for the Concordia Theological Monthly and
The Cresset, and his most recent piece for us was the
Guest Opinion "Christianity and Change " in April, 1974.
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licity rhetoric, both in view of the problems of our day,
and especially in view of the moral ambiguities in our
nation's history. Too often, he wrote, our noble commitments, firm stands, and global responsibilities have
served as a cover for self-interest and greed. "As for
compassion," he wrote, "we have seldom .. . used our
enormous incomparable power to that end." He suggested, therefore, that the 200th anniversary be a time of
mourning for great ideas, though he felt that to be premature. "What we must do, when the time comes," he
wrote, "is sing 'Happy Birthday' with feeling- but
softly-very softly" (The New Yorker, March 31, 1975,
p. 20).
Many of us probably find ourselves caught in the
middle of this cultural dilemma. Some of us can mark
out the generation. We remember stories of grandparents
and great-grandparents: how they worked and slaved,
made a place for family and church, and helped develop
the land and the nation. As youngsters in school we
read of the noble ideals and principles of our American forefathers. Despite two disillusioning world wars
and their aftermath, we have believed, however hesitatingly, that "our way" is still the best way.
At the same time, we have always been haunted by a
negative side to our history. William Faulkner has developed the recurring theme, in his novels and short
stories, of man's immoral treatment of land and people.
A Southerner himself and writing particularly about
the landowners of the south, Faulkner points out that
The Cresset

the European white man took the land from the Indians,
cut down the trees carelessly, repeatedly planted the
same crops on originally fertile soil until the land was
barren and subject to erosion, and enslaved black people
to till the land that he stole. By treating the black people
as property instead of people, he successfully deprived
them of a name as well as an inheritance from the land
they worked.
Others have written similar accounts of nineteenth
century industrialization and urbanization in the north.
That, as well as what we read in school books and remember from the accounts of our grandfathers, is also
our history and part of the reality of our heritage.
As a nation, we have found it slow and difficult to get
our celebration underway. We are troubled and ill at
ease. As a people, our consciences are not clear. Vietnam, Watergate, inflation/recession, energy shortages,
and other crises are signs that a judgment has come
upon us. True, hundreds of thousands of people have
found in our country a new life of freedom , joy, and
hope. It is a land so bountiful in fertility and resources
that- with all our present ecological crises- it can
still stretch the imagination. But it is a land that has
also failed thousands of people, for in abusing the land
we have abused each other.
This brings us to a particular focus for an observance
of our nation's bicentennial- the act and the spirit of
confession and absolution. Our celebration, especially
for Christian people, properly evolves from the practice of repentance and absolution, of receiving forgiveness from Jesus Christ our Lord.
We confess our misuse of the land and its resources.
Perhaps we thought the land was simply ours for the
taking, and that the first-fruits of the land were ours.
As a nation, we confess that we have too often forgotten
what Moses wrote about the tithe of the land which was
to be stored up in the cities for the Levite (who had no
land for an inheritance), for the stranger in their midst,
the fatherless, and the widow, whereby God would also
further bless the people and their land (Deut. 14:29).
We admit that we have sinned, and that despite billions
of dollars for military aid to other nations; the airlifts
of coal, food, and clothing; our occasional offering of
shelter to the homeless, there are still far too many
people here and throughout the world who would consider themselves rich if they possessed what we waste
in our land.
But with the Lord there is also forgiveness (Ps. 130:4).
And God still takes care of His land, for He sends rain
and snow. He causes the sun to shine where both the evil
and the just live and till the soil (Matt. 5:45).
In Christ and Counter-Christ Carl Braaten writes
that "as the glory of nature is linked to the beauty of
God, and as the tragedy of nature is linked to the sin of
man, so also the renewal of nature is linked to the dawning of the messianic era." For by the resurrection of
Jesus Christ, "the life-and-death process in nature is
reversed into a death-and-life rhythm," which gives us
January, 1976

a new life, and renews us in our care of the land (pp.
128-129).
Forgiven through Christ's death for our sinfulness
against each other, against the land, and against God,
we live in the victory of His resurrection as a new people. We live in hope and faith in Christ so that even the
land can be new to us again. By faith in Him and our future in Him, we can already experience the eschatological meaning of the Kingdom of God. By our stewardship and our care for others in the community of the
redeemed we are also caring for the land. With such
care for the land, we foresee a future with hope for ourselves, our children, and other nations.
With that responsibility for land and people, we celebrate and give thanks to God for the land, its bountiful
resources, its beauty, its air which have been graciously
given to us as a blessing and a heritage. Kyrie eleison.

II. THE PEOPLE
We celebrate the bicentennial of our nation by reaffirming the principle of a land of the free, a place
where people can be happy and humane. Our affirmation of the political and religious principles of our
founding fathers takes place as we clarify what is genuinely American- or, more precisely, what has become
American through compromises.
At the risk of being too general, we might identify
two major problems amidst the freedom, success, and
accomplishment of our fathers who fought and worked
hard and who were bountifully blessed.
One problem is that political principles based on the
Constitution, which lie behind many of our humanitarian ideals, have in practice become self-justifying
rationalizations. Political and financial policies, justice and equal opportunity, or the right to vote come
to mind as examples. An editorial in a recent issue of a
news magazine made the point that as a people we are
morally frustrated because of our pursuit of happiness.
It may sound too simple. At the same time it identifies
a cultural dimension that reveals deeper insight about
us as a people in the United States than we may care to
admit.
For many people the pursuit of happiness has become
the rationale for their way of life (in effect, their religion), and they have become disillusioned. Anne Taylor Fleming, the author of that editorial, writes that we
have failed as a people honestly to confront ourselves
because we have pursued the illusive ideal of happiness. She writes that when Thomas Jefferson included
the pursuit of happiness among the "big three" in the
Declaration, he entrenched the expectation of happiness in the American psyche. "Our expectation of happiness," she maintains, "makes us dreamers by nature and
pragmatic only by default. ... The irony of all this is
that the pursuit of happiness is precisely what makes
us unhappy, unhappy because that pursuit is a destructively competitive business, a money-grubbing, mate7

swapping, frantic pursuit of fun and games that ... inevitably separates us from each other .... Like me, the
country has simply never learned to face its problems
head on, nor has it ever learned how to be quietly unhappy" (Newsweek, March 10, 1975, p. 11).
We know that there are a good number of fine faithful Christians who have learned how to be quietly unhappy. Nevertheless, Fleming has made a valid observation about us as a people in the United States. Perhaps, as a nation, we are learning the hard way that
suffering and sorrow are an inevitable part of our heritage. In the past, as a nation, we have believed and acted
as if suffering happens in other places, but not here.
People from various countries have come to our shores
to escape suffering and sorrow. Suffering has never had
a legitimate place in our self-concept as a nation. Individual people might suffer and sorrow, but for the nation suffering was only relative and temporary- until
the sod was broken, the business established, the war or
strike was over, sickness overcome, or the pangs of death
healed by God and time. Now, however, as a nation, a
political people, a cultural entity, we are beginning to
see- and not always for the right reasons- that suffering and sorrow are a part of our national heritage. But
that insight also might be one of the characteristics of a
nation coming of age.
A second problem has been our irreligiousness. Despite all our blessings and opportunities, we have too
often become opportunistic in the name of personal
freedom and the right to property, happiness, and privacy. Our clamor for "civil rights" has become a demand for a "civil religion," and in our defense of those
rights we are often irreligious. Pure religion, which according to St. James is to visit the orphans and widows
in their affliction and to keep oneself unstained from
the world (1 :27), has developed into an impersonal
system for protecting our personal rights. In turn such
a system forces us to treat each other impersonally. Designed in principle to co-ordinate individual efforts for
the sake of the whole, our political, economic, social,
and even ecclesiastical institutions have rather led us
to manipulate and depersonalize one another.
We have served each other irreligiously through racial and ethnic prejudice. At the beginning of the bicentennial year we face the question of how Whites, Blacks,
Latin Americans and American Indians can discover
together what is genuinely, culturally American. But
we do not yet trust each other enough to confront this
question honestly and hopefully.
With all the promise that our nation has afforded
(such as our constitutional principles, our collective
wisdom and might, our resources, and our countless
freedoms), for which we humbly thank God, we still
need repentance and a clear conscience. We are reminded of the jolting words of the Preacher who, after speaking about the value of wisdom, says: "But one sinner
destroys much good" (Eccl. 9:18). We also remember the
encouraging testimony of the Psalmist when he says:
8

"The Lord has chastened me sorely, but he has not given
me over to death" (118:18).
There is promise! As a people in the United States
and especially as Christians we still say that there is
hope and promise in our nation, not only for us and our
children, but also for other peoples. Anti-Yankee slogans around the world notwithstanding, the United
States still offers to many a refuge, freedom, and a distinctive livelihood. We are no longer a melting pot,
but out of our environs may yet be forged a generation
of people to provide new hope and new dimensions
for the cultural heritage of the future. Much of this
may well come from the Blacks and Latin Americans.
Whereas European whites have written, overtly at least,
the history of the first two hundred years of the United
States, it may be that Latin and particularly black
Americans will write the history of the next two hundred years.
At the center of the hope for the future for us as a
people, even with our present crises and the rethinking of our cultural national identity, there is the gracious promise of God, who gives us His redemptive
lifegiving Word that He is ready to forgive (Ps. 86:5).
Trusting in God's mercy, we repentantly and trustingly
call to Him and pray with the Psalmist: "Turn us again,
0 God, and cause your face to shine; and we shall be
saved" (80:3).
The promise of God to Abraham that in him all nations and people will be blessed (G-en. 12:2-3) carries
through the covenant with all Israel and with David
(2 Sam. 7:12-13) through Christ to us this day. In His
redemption we are blessed. To Him we need to turn in
confession, with trust and hope of forgiveness, that being blessed we may be a blessing to other people and to
our nation. In faith we are enabled to act with justice,
love with mercy, and walk with humility before our
God (Micah 6:8).
On the occasion of our bicentennial, it would be well
for us, as the words of Scripture remind us, to take heed
to ourselves and keep our souls diligently, lest we forget the things our eyes have seen, lest they depart from
our hearts all the days of our lives; but, taking heed,
teach the Word of God to our children and our children's
children (Deut. 4:9). It is time for us as a people, as a
nation- and as a Christian people for the sake of the
nation-to choose again this day, like Joshua and Israel of old, to serve the Lord (Joshua 24:15).

Ill. THE CHURCH
All that we say and write about our bicentennial celebration finally can be little more than holiday rhetoric
or pragmatic (if not always noble) philosophy unless it
essentially evolves from God's redemptive Word of
life. Where the Word of God is proclaimed, that is where
the Church is, and that is the heart of the matter for us
as a nation, too.
To say this is not to demean the philosophical ideal
The Cresset

of the American people and the political principles of
our nation. But it is to set the perspective and to recognize that it is God Himself who gives and who takes
away, who redeems and blesses. Old Testament political history points beyond the success of kings and the
rise and fall of nations, to the nature of relationships
of people to God and each other.
That is why the church is so vitally important to our
nation, any nation. That is why the church must participate fully in the life of all people in the nation: to give
vision and understanding not only at the time of the bicentennial but also in the future . The question now is
not whether God is willing to continue to bless us as a
people and a nation. We pray and trust that He is for
His Name's sake. The question is where and how we as
a people stand before Him. This question we Christians
answer, and try to lead others to answer, in terms of
God's Holy Word of judgment and promise, of law and
Gospel.
Traditionally we have thought of ourselves as a Christian nation. Can we continue to do so? For at least several decades, our cultural presuppositions have been agnostic and atheistic. We are aware of a continuing interest in various pagan cultural characteristics such as
astrology. As a people, and also as a churchly institution, we Christians have accommodated ourselves to
these presuppositions more than we realize. Daily we
have relaxed the tension between flesh and spirit; we
care less about being in the world but not of the world,
and too often we have taken the easy road of the status
quo. We are a nation of cultural Christians, a lukewarm
people. We are politically, economically, socially, and
morally confused. We are a tongue-tied Christian people who merely shake our heads about the disillusionment and confusion in our nation and the world. One
of the ironies of our day is that some of the signs that
would point to a spiritual renewal have developed outside the institutional church, such as an interest in religion by the young, or the God-quest as a cultural movement, or the fact that public education at present is
searching intensely for values and is concerned about
religious education in the public schools.
Nor has the church provided enlightenment and direction. Our ecclesiastical image resembles that of the
disciples before Pentecost who desired not to stray too
far from the hearth and their troubled memories. Ours
is a time to recall Jesus' penetrating words of judgment:
"Why are you so fearful, you of little faith?" (Matt. 8:26).
We are experiencing a time of judgment under God.
Our sins have found us out. Our unbelief, our materialism, our self-righteous partisanship both in church and
state, our racism, roost in our hearts and minds and we
don't like to have them discovered.
It is a time for confession, for repentance. The word
"contrition" needs to become part of our vocabulary
again, as part of our reconciliation with each other
under God. We need to say in faith with the Psalmist:
"Out of the depths I cry to You, 0 Lord! . . . Let Your
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ears be attentive to the voice of my supplications." And
trusting in Him and His promise, we can continue to
say with the Psalmist: "But there is forgiveness with
You, that You may be feared" (130:1,2,4).
We have a mission as a church: to speak clearly the
Word of God's judgment and law to mark out our immorality, idolatry, covetousness, and moral confusion
for what they are; to speak the Word of redemp\ion and
hope to a disillusioned and troubled world; to provide
support and vision to third-world nations, and to proclaim that the ways of the world are not definitive and
final.
Our ministry must give hope, vision, and new life
through God's own Way, Incarnate in Jesus Christ our
Lord. By the grace and power of the Holy Spirit, we
need to speak clearly and with faith the Gospel of Jesus
Christ in order to comfort the people (Is. 40:1 ), to strengthen the weak hands, and to make firm the feeble knees
(Is. 35:2).
In our day of disillusionment the words of St. Augustine from a sermon on Psalm 22 come to mind:
Many people call on God in their distress and are not
heard; but it is for their own good, it is not for their
unwisdom; that is to say, it is for their wisdom, to
make them sadder and wiser men, to teach them the
lesson St. Paul learned the hard way. "My grace is
sufficient for you," he was told, "because strength
is made perfect in weakness." We have to learn that
God is a doctor, and our troubles are a nasty but
necessary operation, not a punishment leading to
damnation. When you are in the doctor's hands, you
yell at the touch of his knife and his cauterizing
iron, and beg him to stop. But the doctor doesn't
listen; he takes no notice of your pleas because he
is taking care of your health (An Augu stine Reader,
N.Y., 1973, p. 240).

Paul wrote to the Corinthians that if Christ be not
raised, we are not only in our sins, but among all men
most miserable if there is hope in this life only (1 Cor.
15:17,19). But Christ did rise! The Holy Spirit daily
through the Word and Sacraments brings this to our
remembrance. He proclaims Christ's death and resurrection for us to us, so that we trust and hope in Him,
and live with Him in His Kingdom.
The hope that the Holy Spirit gives us is the hope of
the Kingdom of God, both now and in the future. It is
the expectatiob of God's future for us- the salt- through
Jesus Christ, so that our nation might be preserved and
blessed, and in turn be a blessing to others.
It is this hope and vision that God has given the
church, as we say in the language of the confessions,
"to believe, teach, and confess." On the occasion of our
bicentennial, we pray that by God's grace the life, hope,
and peace He gives remain the heritage of our nation
and be that gift which we bequeath in God's name to our
children and children's children.

.aJ

9

This 32-page vo lume is idea l f or
class use, as well as fo r pr ivate
pleasu re.
Each: $1.00

Poetry by

J. T. LEDBETTER
Illustrations by
GERALD F. BROMMER

CRESSI!T

REPRIIYI'S

ALL REPRINTS AVAILABLE FROM:
The Cresset, Reprints, Valparaiso University, Valparaiso, Indiana 46383
Postage pa id if payment acco mpanies t he o rder.

REPRilVfS
REPWNTS

ON ABORTION

lohn Strietelme ier

'

4

Lqalized HomK:ide"

(April, 1973)
Richard Stith

" In Response to Those Who Ask Why I Ca.., About Abortion"
(December, 1973)

Calvin) . Eichhorst

"Mor•l•nd Theological Issues in the Abortion Controversy"
(June, 1975)

Domild A. Affeldt

''Notes in Response to Dr. Eichhorst"

A Review Essay of

A STATEMENT OF SCRIPTURAL
AND CONFESSIONAL PRINCIPLES.

(June,1975)
David M. Horowit z and lean Carton

"Abortion : Should the United St•tes
Constitution Protect the Right to Chooser''
(June,1975)
Discussion of HorowitZ/Garton Lectures

(June, 1975)
All in one 24-page repnnt.

from The Oesset, Mlly 1'173, .....S (Part II), Octobef 1'173

SALE PRICE
Single copy ea . 25¢
In multiples of 10: ea . 15¢

Sln1le copy: ea . 35C
In mul tiples of 10: •• · 30C
In multiples of 100: 11. 25C

10

T he Cresset

HAVE YOU HAD YOUR RICE TODAY?

WHAT PUTS THE BOUNCE
in Mr. Kim's step each day as he
swings off his bus and heads for his
office? Why does he look rather
happily determined to get on with
his day?
Kim's job is probably rather humdrum. In actuality he could do half
again as much work as he does, but
in order for most of Seoul's six and
a half million people to have some
income, under-employment is quite
general. But there's a camaraderie
in his office, subtly shared over
lunch at a nearby noodle shop or
over wine and dried squid at the

Shirley Dorow graduated from
Valparaiso University in 1953, was
consecrated as a deaconess and
served for three years as field secretary of the Lutheran Deaconess
Association. In 1958 she went to
Korea. She teaches in the junior
kindergarten at Seoul Foreign
School and writes "Food Forum,"
a weekly column for the Korea
Times, a daily English language
newspaper. She thanks her husband
Maynard for his "good help " in
preparing this article and her four
"healthy and happy" children for
testing her expert"ments in preparing Korean foods .
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wine house on paydays. The respected boss receives a gift on New
Year's Day, the biggest Korean
holiday, and in return shows concern for his employees in good
Confucian tradition.
Kim has neither the time nor
money to travel much and has probably never seen both coasts of the
Korean peninsula, though they are
only a few hours away by car. His
holidays may be spent mountain
climbing in the peaks which surround Seoul. He has a radio and
TV and his wife talks him into going to a movie once a month. If he's
better off than average he will make
the effort to attend an orchestra
concert, opera, or dramatic production now and then. He may also be
a member of a tennis club near his
home where he can play regularly
for a monthly fee . Once a month
he drills with the home guard unit;
he served his compulsory three
years of military duty after high
school.
Since he has one son, and incidentally one daughter, he is willing to practice family planning.
His devotion to his children and
respect for his parents and other
elders of the expanded family unit,
is beautiful to see.
Kim's apartment is humble but

satisfactory: two rooms and a small
kitchen . His wife keeps the apartment tidy, clothes washed, and the
electric rice-cooker well polished.
She's grateful that she can reach out
of her warm covers spread on the
hot floor of their room at 5:30 a.m.,
snap on the rice cooker filled with
rice and water the night before, go
back to sleep a while and still serve
a bowl of fluffy white rice to her
husband for his breakfast.
That bowl of rice is thought to be
every man's birthright in Korea.
Indeed, the old-time customary
village greeting was, "Have you had
your rice?"
The satisfaction of a rice-filled
stomach has daily high priority in
Kim's life, and it is not too much
to assert that the traditional Korean
diet is a major factor in putting the
bounce in his step. Joint-venture
business companies coming here
praise Korea for its "intelligent
corps of dependable workers."
Ninety per cent of the Koreans are
literate; they are alert, and their
diet helps keep them that way.
YEARS OF EXPERIMENTAtion and development have made
Korean food outstanding in nutrition, ecology and taste. Mothers
have instructed their daughters for
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generations in the art of cooking.
Even in bustling, modem Seoul
cooking schools for traditional cooking are over-subscribed and expensive to attend. The family r~volves
around that gleaming bowl of white
rice and wives yearn to prepare it
properly.
Relics dating back to 3000 B.C.
give the first clues to Korea's food
patterns when grains, especially
millet, and stonegrinders were
used. Designs on the pottery relics
picture fish, wild boar, rabbit, and
birds.
An interchange of food and eating habits between the mainland
(China) and the peninsula (all of
what is now North and South Korea)
occurred from 57 B.C. to 668 A.D.
Rice was introduced from China
during this period. Soybeans probably pre-dated rice somewhere
within the same era. These two
foods remain the protein-power
base of the Korean diet even today.
Writers like Frances Moore Lappe
in her Diet for a Small Planet are
re-discovering this very old base for
good nutrition and are popularizing
it in the West. Most Westerners find
it remarkable that for centuries the
Koreans, Chinese, and Japanese
have wedded legumes and grains
and given birth to complete protein
for their nourishment.
This legume-grain pattern is
nutritionally sound, for it offers
necessary protein, important
calories, no cholesterol, and when
whole grains are used, excellent
vitamins, minerals, and bulk. The
five sacred "grains" recorded in
551 A.D . were millet, rice, bariey,
wheat, and soybeans. Today we may
add sorghum, glutinous rice, buckwheat, corn, rye and, along with
black, brown and yellow soybeans,
mung beans, red and grey azuki
beans, green pea-beans, and as many
varieties of kidney beans as there
12

are farm households that grow them.
A combination of these grains and
beans is used 3 times a day in most
Korean kitchens. The beans are
used also in derivative forms such
as bean curd, soy sauce, soy paste,
soy bean sprouts, and soy flour.
Before the reader dismisses this
diet as impossible for the oft-times
overweight, calorie-counting western world, check out the rest of the
menu. The absence of high-fat foods
like meat and milk and the small
number of eggs reduces calorie intake drastically enough that one
may eat large amounts of grains and
legumes and still not gain weight.
Rice, usually mixed with other
grains or beans, is always served
with soup- fabulous vegetable soups
in fish, seaweed, or meat broth if
the budget can stand it. And that
is the only place meat is used in
everyday cooking in Korea. High
class cooking uses meat abundantly
to season vegetables and to serve
directly; high class eaters are also
more rotund than the average, agile
Korean.
Rice and soup- what else? Vegetables in abundance are served in
attractive "side dishes." These are
small porcelain or stainless steel
bowls clustered around the rice and
soup bowls. A winter menu might
include: steamed rice and barley,
bean sprout soup, bluebell r.oot,
broiled seaweed, black beans, kimchee, and a few fresh apple slices.
Fruit is expensive in the winter and
a special treat. Parched barley tea
or rice-water tea, made by boiling
water in the rice pot after the rice
is served, will be the drink. The
vegetables and soup will be seasoned
with a dressing of toasted sesame
seeds, chopped garlic and green
onion, red pepper threads, black
pepper, soy sauce, and sesame or
soy oil.
The kimchee is a national dish

which, reportedly, Koreans cannot
live without. It consists of salt-wilted
Chinese cabbages and huge white
radishes sliced and stuffed with
seasonings of onion, red pepper,
dried shrimp, and several other
ingredients, depending on mother's
favorite recipe. This is all packed
in hand-made brown earthemware
jars that stand from two to four
feet tall and are round and plump.
The full jar is buried in early December, after the big kimcheemaking season is over. The earth
insulates against unseasonably warm
spells or exceptionally hard freezes.
The kimchee provides vitamin C
and other nutrients throughout the
winter.
The Korean diet is well balanced,
but the generous use of vegetables
tips the scale long on vitamins and
minerals. Mountain roots , fern
shoots, cave mushrooms, seaweeds,
spring meadow greens, plus a large
variety of cultivated greens, roots,
squash, and beans are grown in two
seasons- one before and one after
the July rainy season. In winter
fields are dormant, but the recent,
extensive use of vinyl-covered bent
bamboo to make inexpensive greenhouses has lengthened the growing
season. The vitality of the Koreans
and of their ancestors who built
Korea's ancient civilizations comes
in significant measure from the
ever-abundant fresh or sun-dried
vegetables.
ECOLOGICALLY THE DIET IS
sound. A vegetable and grain diet
requires less water and less land per
unit of calorie and protein than a
meat-based diet. This is of prime
importance in a land about the size
of Indiana that is only 20 percent
arable but must feed 34 million
people . The government has enforced use of all idle lands and "hillocks" this past year to increase food
The Cresset

production. Urban development
projects were scrapped in favor of
using that land for farming. Industrial development, however, continues at a fast pace. Korea is determined, in an unsettled world
situation, to become self-sufficient
in food. In 1975 Korea became selfsufficient in rice and barley, the two
staple grains, one year ahead of the
projected agricultural program.
This was possible due to expansion
of cropland, education in use of
fertilizer and pesticide, a supply of
new high-yield seed varieties, development of irrigation, government support, early rains, and a
two-degree-warmer-than-usual temperature in June and July when
rapid plant growth was possible.
Most important is the intense personal attention given to each stalk
of grain by the skilled Korean
farmer who walks the rice paddy
rows knee-deep in mud to plant,
weed, fertilize, and watch for pests.
The good taste of Korean food
quickens the palate. Koreans can
readily taste the difference between
imported rice and locally grown
rice. They approach a bowl of newly
harvested rice with an attitude near
reverence. In fact such a bowl of
rice is set upon the altar-table at
the time of honoring one's ancestors
in certain yearly rituals. When the
government legislated a two-degree
decrease in the milling of the rice
in order to save grain, the collective countenance of the Korean
people fell with a thud. About that
time I was hoping to buy some truly
brown rice, which our family enjoys.
At the market a glum shopkeeper
looked just slightly exasperated and
told me, "You won't find it here. I
can't even sell this new 7-degree
milled rice (lowered from 9-degree),
and it's barely brown, mostly white.
I could surely never sell really
brown rice." Despite the cheers of
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leading Korean nutritionists who
quoted statistics about the B-vitamin
gain in the less-milled rice, people
were glum. They had eaten brown
rice under the Japanese occupation;
even slightly brown rice is associated with too many unpleasant
memories to be palatable. It appears
that the degree of milling has since
been modified.
Because tastes are acquired one
cannot glibly prescribe a new diet
pattern for any nation. Most Koreans
still do not like cheese, though they
love ice cream. Most Americans
would probably need a gradual
introduction to bean sprout salad
and bean curd soup served with
steamed rice and millet.
But given the facts of world hunger, we need to examine our eating
habits carefully. When we stand before our Lord and account for our
hungry brothers, we must be ready
to answer. Are we making best use
of the bounty of the earth to feed
God's people? It is a complicated
question with political and economic
dimensions, but in our personal
experience a hard look at what we
eat and why can lead to a heightened awareness of world needs.
A FEW YEARS AGO I WAS
rearranging our menus, admittedly
mostly for the sake of the budget,
when a Korean friend came to the
door. She was quite happy for she
had just gotten a job and she could
now feed her family. I rejoiced with
her and then asked how she was
going to spend her salary to feed
her family of five. By careful planning she could feed them a little
rice, much barley, and lots of flour
dumplings boiled in water. The
cost of flour foods is subsidized by
the government so that the poor
may have one staple grain-food to
fill their stomachs. In addition she
could pay for soy sauce and soy

paste (the Korean housewife makes
up a big batch each spring and stores
it in the above-described earthenware "kimchee" jars), in-season
vegetables, the coal briquets needed
to cook the food, and maybe some
fish or an egg now and then. No
milk, no fruit, no meat, no poultry,
no sugar was included. Her allotment for one family meal was equal
to what I was budgeting for each
person in our family per meal. We
needed five times more to live than
her family. It set us to thinking and
has led to fascinating experimentation with food combinations, not to
mention hours of figuring food
values. We still use much more
money to feed our American family
but we are making efforts through
our eating to share the earth's resources.
We are fortunate to eat Korean
foods and to live among the vibrant
Korean people, for we have learned
that other diets can be good- even
better- than our American one.
World nutritionists are right when
they urge us to eat more legume
vegetable protein, seeds, fresh vegetables, nuts, fish, natural fruit sugars
and whole grains. Mr. Kim bouncing off the bus every morning
proves they are right.
Have you had your rice today?
And beans, and vegetables?
In Korea if the answer to that
question is "No," the guest must
enter the house and partake of the
best food the host can offer at that
moment. There are many "guests"
who are hungry in the world today.
The Korean food pattern has taught
us much about making good use of
natural resources, eating food which
comes directly from the land and
sea, and forming a lifestyle that
builds awareness of the precious
gift of food for us and the hungry
eachday.
I
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INI

WHERE DID THE YEAR GO?
ROBERT WEINHOLD

"And at the end of eight days, when he was circumcised,
he was called Jesus, the name given by the angel before
he was conceived in the womb."
Luke 2:21

Robert Weinhold, Assistant Professor of Theology at
Valparaiso University, heads the Chapel of the Resurrections residential ministry program.
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JESUS-'-where did the year go? CHRIST -what's
going to happen next?
Last night at a New Year's Eve party I heard those
questions being asked, half jokingly and half desperately-with the Name being used merely as a thoughtless expletive.
This morning you and I are gathered for a real New
Year's party, to be celebrated around the altar. For us
the Name functions as a deliberate address to our Host,
but the questions are, if anything, even more appropriate on this occasion. Jesus- where did the year go?
Christ-what is going to happen next? They are serious
questions.
A new year starting today- a time for thinking about
time and its passage. New Year's Day is an obvious time
to think back about the year, and years, now past; a time
when we can't help but think ahead and wonder what
the coming year will bring. It is inevitable and necessary for us as human beings that we think about time,
and its passing- but it's no fun! No chimpanzee thinks
that he thinks- but man does; and when human beings
think, they uniquely become aware of time and time's
passing. Aware not just of clocks ticking and calendars
changing, we become conscious of our own temporality.
And there is mystery and primal dread in that experience. To become aware, humanly and existentially, of
time's passage is to become aware ·that our existence is
limited and finite ... that our being is contingent ...
that we had a beginning, and we will surely have an
end .... There is mystery and dread in this realization
that our very being came from the darkness of the "not
yet" and that it rushes towards the darkness of the "no
more."
This awareness of time- of our temporality- is, as
Paul Tillich reminds us, at once a sign of our great glory
as human beings and a terrifying burden. That we are
The Cresset

aware of time in this way at all is a symptom, no matter
how dim, of the still flickering light of the Eternal within us. If we were totally immersed within time, we could
not even ask the question of the meaning of time's pass~
ing. As human beings the fact that this question forms
itself inevitably and inexorably within our minds and
hearts is at once our agony and our glory, for it betrays
within us an awareness of the Eternal to which we belong- from which we are estranged.
Thinking about time and its passing is no fun. We
become aware of our finitude- aware that we are frail,
weak, dying creatures. We are estranged from the eternal. We know we were meant to live for God, the eternal, and for one another. Instead we have curved in upon ourselves, living only for our own sakes. We are in
quest of "our absconded selves." Rebels with the glow of
eternity still flickering within our souls, we know we
are guilty. We experience our temporality as a fearful
burden, in bondage to time,.sentenced to death.
It's no wonder many spend this moment when the
old year passes into the new doing their level (and often
their not-so-level) best not to think, at least not seriously
(or soberly) about the passing of time. "Eat some more
chips and dip, and have another drink!" But here, at
this New Year's party, we can think about it, as we prepare to eat this bread and drink this wine. We can think
about the passing of time because as we look back over
our past, and ahead into our future we can see not just
ourselves, but Jesus Christ, the Alpha and Omega, the
Beginning and the End.
Jesus-where did the year go? When we look back
over the past year, and all the years before, what do we
feel, what can we feel? (I must confess, myself, to an increasing sense of how rapidly time flies, so much faster
since I turned forty .) But deeper still is the fear that
too much of the past isn't really over. In each of us this
morning, I am sure, a struggle over the past is going on.
It may be close to the surface in some cases, buried deep
in others. That struggle continually crowds into the
present. We are, for better and for worse, the products
January, 1976

of that past. It is present, either as a blessing or a curse,
in every cell of our bodies, every line on our face, every
movement of our souls. As "moderns" we are vividly
aware of the continuous working of the past in our present- the legacy of childhood experiences, scars left by
events long gone. The frustrations, the shattered hopes,
the wrongs committed and received, the hurts inflicted
and endured, the missed opportunities- can all of these,
from all the past years, really be left behind? Can we
really separate ourselves from those elements in our
past which continue to exert a destructive and malevolent influence over us? Are we bound and chained by
the past, determined to repeat its follies and mistakes?
Or can we find a redemptive freedom from its tyranny?
We can- if we can turn our past over to Jesus! Jesuswhere has the year gone? Let it be gone- into His
hands!
As we look back, can we see Him? Our lessons this
morning enable us to see Him, centuries ago, entering
fully, once and for all, into our lost and estranged condition. The eternal entered time, to reclaim us for Himself. We see Him undergoing circumcision, taking the
full burden of the law upon Himself ... living a life of
free obedience to God, a life of free self-giving love for
others ... thus reclaiming all that is human for true and
eternal life ... accomplishing this within time, for all
men. We look back and see Him ... undergoing, finally,
that death which is the fulfillment of the law, taking all
that is untrue and twisted in the human condition into
deserved death. We see Him being raised to life as our
eternal peace, our righteousness and justification.
And more than that. We can look back into our own
lives and see HIM . .. coming to each of us in our Baptism and then claiming each of us by name to be His
own. Then, already then, we were buried with Him:
and raised to a new beginning, new and eternal life.
Then, already then, the final power of everything in
our lives that would work to cut us off from God was
broken ... then, the ultimate power of any subsequent
moment in time, of any -day's experience to hold us cap-
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tive to sin and death, was conquered. To that beginning
we can always return. Jesus-where did this last year
go? Into your hands . . . those hands whose saving purpose over my whole life was sealed in Baptism.
In that beginning we were raised up to new life in
Him and with Him ... gifted with a full share in His
Sonship, invited to share in His Spirit, having His mind
dwelling in us. Surely, as we look back we can see moments when that promise has in time, at times, been
realized. That beginning, while not yet perfected, is
still a real possibility.
If we can trust this past year to Him, then it becomes
possible- now- to let what was destructive and sinful
in the past remain in the past. That is the meaning of
repentance ... not just a feeling of being sorry for wrong
actions, but an act of the whole person by which we
separate ourselves from distorted elements of our being, discarding them into the past so that they no longer
have power over us in the present. Christ can bring that
power for repentance, freeing us from the past's cruel
bondage.
And Christ can free us to affirm all those experiences
in the past which have brought life and blessing. There
were those moments when His life was at work in us,
His spirit inspiring within our own enabling us to cry,
Abba, Father; lifting us out of our old Adamic selves;
freeing us to love, if only ever so timidly, with the love
with which we have been loved ... moments when the
new Baptism-brought life was realized in our time and
space. Not one moment of that reality will be lost. Those
moments, too, are in Jesus' hand, and are immutably
part of the true being that is ours in Him.

Christ-what's going to happen next? And after that?
I don't have a crystal ball, but as a human being, aware
of time's passing, there is one thing I know for sure
about the future. My time will end; and so will yours .
This is the one sure fact which an awareness of the passing
of time brings to every liuman being. Every end that
we experience in nature and history shouts this loud and
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clear: You also will come to an end. Some of us here
this morning may have heard advance signals of that
message over the past year . . . the ending of a friendship, a change of homes or jobs . .. a work that failed ,
a success completed and over . .. the death of a loved
one ... the withering of the countryside in winter. Every
ending is a reminder: You, too, will come to an end.
That end would be impenetrable darkness, casting a
grim shadow back over all that goes before, were it not
for Jesus Christ, who is also our Omega, our final end.
He does not give us a crystal ball, but He does give us
a future. Through Him we know that our time is not
moving in a circle going nowhere, like a caged, revolving rat-race. Our time is moving, by whatever turnings ,
toward a certain goal and end- the fulfillment and completion of all life in Him!

Jesus Christ .. . Alpha and Omega. He is present at
our New Year's Party ... redeeming the past, setting us
free from its bondage . .. opening the future , establishing the end towards which we know we are moving.
And by doing both He gives us the present, He gives
us the present as a "Eucharist." He is with us nowtime's final mystery is that every now is hallowed by
His presence. In His presence, we-tiny, weak, timebound, frail, flawed- can lift up our ·hearts to the eternal (to which we belong) as He comes to be with us one
day at a time, day by day. In His presence we can live
just one day at a time, accepting each moment as it comes
from His hand ... not caring that it is gone in the moment we accept it, for it has gone back into His hand.
In His presence we can live each present moment finding always a "new beginning"- our lives renewed each
day in every new present. In His presence we can have
a real New Year's party ... learning to look back, and to
look ahead in such a way that we can celebratively declare:
It is truly meet, right, and salutary that we should
at all times and in all places give thanks unto
Thee . ...
The Cresset

Moving Into Hell's Kitchen

JOE BARNDT

"I'll say goodbye to all my sorrow,
And by tomorrow I'll be on my way,
I guess the Lord must be in New York City!"
-Harry Nilssen

Putting Down Roots
It really feels good to put down
roots again after four years of wandering and having neither a place
to hang my toothbrush nor a permanent community to call "home."
After a while, the skin grows thick
on the bottom of your feet and it
becomes pretty hard to get a grip
on the sidewalk or to suck up nourishment from the soil.
Four years of wandering, learning,
exploring,
experimenting,
writing: wandering through Latin
America learning a new culture,
language, and people; meeting and
sharing and working with Christians, Marxists, workers, students,
peasants, all of whom are working
together in the struggle for social
justice and human liberation in
their countries; wandering throughout the United States searching for
new directions and definitions in
our domestic efforts for justice and
social change, especially now in
light of an international context

foe Barndt is a pastor of the Lutheran Church in America and
author of Liberating the White
Ghetto. He has served posts in Tucson, Oakland, and Chicago, and has
traveled extensively in Latin America consulting with church groups
engaged in struggles for liberation
and indigenous development. He
serves as a consultant and program
developer in Third World awareness and social issues for a number
of American church offices. His
new, additional calling is that of
"WorkerPriest"in the Times SquareClinton area of New York City; but
he says that "Leisure Priest" would
be a more hierophantic title, were
it not redundant.
RHL
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and consciousness, in light of the
world's spotlight on our own home
turf. They were four good years of
wandering. Yet how good it feels
to put down roots again!
In the city, of course, where a
special kind of root is required to
cut through concrete and asphalt to
reach the source of life. But this
time not in Tucson or San Francisco or Oakland or Chicago, as in previous years; this time in New York
City, in the middle of Manhattan,
in Times Square and Hell's Kitchen.
This is where sidewalk and street
are only the first of many layers
of concrete and asphalt a root must
pierce before passing through subways, underground tunnels, cavernous basements, and buried foundations of cement and steel to reach
the briny coastal soil.
Life in the city- with its long
lists of well known "urban problems"- can be described in a way
that is applicable, with quantitative
variations, to most U.S. cities with
250,000 or more people. But New
York City is one of those cities which
is qualitatively different from all
other cities. It is a city where four
of its five boroughs are jam-packed
with the widest and wildest variations of humanity; where (in Manhattan) only the richest and the
poorest stay very long (the former
because they can afford to stay, the
latter because they can't afford to
leave); where the most eclectic combination of excitement, power,
thrills, pleasure, terror, and pain
comprise the best and worst city in
the world. New York is a city everyone likes to visit, but nobody wants
to live in- so they say- but which
has around eight million people
doing so anyway.
In a wilderness of cement and

steel, New Yorkers surround themselves with various forms of life.
Nearly everyone has a cat or a dogat least one and probably more than
one! And the typical apartment is
arrayed with plants and flowers.
Having grown up on a farm without
particularly enjoying it, I never
before considered growing plants.
as a hobby or pleasurable pastime.
But I already have twenty or more
different kinds of flowers in my
New York apartment, and I deeply
enjoy, sometimes even crave, puttering with flower pots!

Hell's Kitchen as Community
Times Square and Hell's Kitchen are divided roughly by 8th
Avenue, the street of sex. Neither
is the sort of place one normally
thinks of as home. The Times Square
area, the ever-changing, neversleeping center of the "Big Apple,"
includes the "Great White Way"
of 42nd street, the bawdiness of
Broadway, and the theater district
which runs roughly from 42nd to
50th streets between 6th and 8th
Avenues. The once glittering diamond has become more than a little
tarnished. Only once a year-on
New Year's Eve-can the TV
camera's colorful lies still be depended upon to present Times
Square as it used to be. If the thousands of tourists who daily pass
through Times Square still find
electric excitement and beauty, it's
because such items are mass produced and artificially presented indoors in the restaurants and theaters. In reality, Times Square is no
longer the apple of New York's
eye; the infectious disease called
"urban blight" has struck the core
of the most famous downtown area
in the world.
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The major feature of Times Square
has now become the hustle of the
human body- male or female.
Pomo flicks and bookstores, massage parlors and topless bars, pimps
and prostitutes, and pushers of
anything you want to buy are in
abundance. Some people say that
Times Square has the highest crime
rate in the nation, but I suspect that
if you subtract the "victimless
crimes" statistics (i.e., prostitution
and other sex crimes) it becomes
one of the safest areas in the city.
With uniformed cops in every block,
and who knows how many plainclothes cops (posing as hookers,
johns, bums, hippies, homosexuals,
or straights), as well as twenty-eight
TV cameras hidden in various locations around the Times Square
area and monitored twenty-four
hours a day by four policepersons
in a trailer set up in the middle of
Broadway, it's hard for anybody
to get away with anything.
Immediately adjacent to Times
Square is a residential community
which used to be known only as
"Hell's Kitchen" but which is now
a part of an area called "Clinton."
It's a lot less like hell than it used to
be- or maybe hell has taken on
newer and more sophisticated forms .
"Hell's Kitchen" got its name from
the days when waves of European
migrants were given ungracious
welcomes by those who preceded
them. It was hell for each group as
they entered. And having entered,
they helped make it hell for the
next wave to follow. Wave after
wave they became a part of Hell's
Kitchen: first the Germans, then
the Irish, then the Greeks, then the
Italians, a few Orientals, and then
more recently Latins and some
Blacks. In contrast to most "changing communities," each ethnic group
stayed and did not move on when
its successor moved in. They are
still here, in the area from 24th to
56th Streets between 8th Avenue
and the Hudson River, living in
close proximity but seldom in love,
usually at truce but sometimes at
each other's throats.
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Clinton is now known as "one of
the most stable ethnic working class
communities in New York City."
It is not a slum, although there is
a lot of disintegrated housing; there
is relatively little unemployment
and/or welfare. It is a proud community of blue collar workers.
When necessary, the people of
Hell's Kitchen unify themselves
long enough to resist the city or
any other entrepreneur who wants
to change them, or take something
away from them. There are many
in the city who believe that the ultimate goal ought to be to get Hell's
Kitchen away from its present residents and turn it into an upper class
residential, business, and hotel
area- something more "appropriate" to the center of Manhattan, as
the elitist thinking goes. These efforts have become especially apparent in the recent decision to construct a massive convention center
at 42nd Street and the River- in
the iniddle of Hell's Kitchen. In response, the community people have
organized to protect themselves.
So far they have been enormously
successful. But the system is patient,
if nothing else, and usually gets what
it wants. No one knows the future of
Hell's Kitchen. In the meantime,
it is a great place to be, to work, to
put down roots!

The 11 Sub" of the Subcultures
The real hell of the Times Square/
Hell's Kitchen area is reserved for
the street of sex: 8th Avenue from
40th to 50th streets, sometimes referred to-with greater accuracyas Hell's Bedroom. The most oppressed subculture in New York
City is not that of Blacks or Puerto
Ricans or the aged or welfare people. Even more oppressed, and put
down by those who are most put
down, are the people who fulfill the
sexual needs and fantasies of the
people of New York City. Our society demands the existence of this subculture while simultaneously punishing those who exist in it. They
are visited in secret, in their little

corner of the city, for purposes of
sexual perversity and passion, and
then visited in public with the hostility and punishment of their shamed
and guilty patrons.
The working class people of Clinton look down on 8th Avenue's people with smug superiority, excluding them from community planning
and primly pretending there is
nothing on the Avenue that cannot
be removed by a bulldozer. The
working class's attitude is understandable, but it is a shame they
feel compelled to prove, by putting
down the prostitutes, their worth
on the social scale.
The uneasy relationship between
police and prostitutes is one of blatant illegality. Every two or three
weeks there is a street sweep by the
"pussy posse," and anyone vaguely
resembling a prostitute is loaded
into a paddy wagon and taken into
headquarters. It is simply for harassment; no charges are possible, except a phony vagrancy charge. So
for a day or two the hookers are
kept off the streets, and the city
prides itself that it is moving against
prostitution. In the meantime, nothing can or will be done about it,
first of all because- as has been
well documented- the people who
make most of the money on 8th
Avenue's sex games are some of the
city's best known and most respected leaders who own and operate the
buildings on 8th Avenue, and secondly, because a sexually perverse
society cannot live without its sexual
perversities.
The churches of Times Square/
Hell's Kitchen are unable to relate
to the 8th A venue people. One might
think the example of Jesus as he
related to prostitutes in his day
would offer a clue as to how we
could relate to prostitutes today.
But the feelings of the church people toward these "lowest of the low,"
is summed up in the words of one
church worker in Clinton: "Those
characters! I suppose we have the
duty to preach Christ to them also,
but we've already tried that and
they decided not to listen, so we are
relieved of that responsibility!"
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Bad Housing
For almost a year I have been
working under a "worker-priest"
call of the Metropolitan New York
Synod of the Lutheran Church in
America. Essentially, the call legitimizes two specific areas of activities. The first is to do research and
experimentation developing projects in New York City in the areas
of racism, urban problems, and related issues of social justice, especially within the context of international consciousness and realities. The
second area of the call is to do community work in Times Square/Hell's
Kitchen. It is hoped that the community work will provide a base in
reality for the wider and all-toooften theoretical atmosphere of the
justice projects. The present plan is
to obtain an apartment house within which we will develop our "center" as well as a religious community.
But that's still in the dreaming
and planning stage. What is already
a reality has been the past months
of learning a new community. I live
in an apartment on 8th Avenue, in
the middle of the scene described
above. On the bottom floor of the
apartment house are two massage
parlors, a porno flick, a bookstore,
and a bar. On the second floor are
two illegal after-hours joints. How
do they get past the police? Aside
from the five or six hookers who
work out of apartments here, the
rest of the forty tenant families are
relatively normal and make up a
good cross section of age, family
size, race, ethnic group, etc. Almost
all are working class or welfare
families. Despite the turbulence and
constant change in the community
on 8th A venue, some of the tenants
have been here for many years.
The apartment house is an old,
run-down slum building, and we
organized a rent strike because of
the manager's total unresponsiveness. In retaliation, he cut off the
heat and hot water during most of
the winter. We will probably win
our strike, however, because of the
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well-known inadequacies of New
York's rental housing. The housing
problem in New York City is both
immeasurable and on the verge of
catastrophe. At least 300 apartment
houses a month are abandoned by
the landlords and/or owners. They
simply cannot afford to lose any
more money, so they walk out. The
tenants wake up one morning to
discover that there is no one to
whom th~y must pay rent. They
also have no heat, no hot water, no
electricity, nor any other tenant
services. The building automatically
becomes a burden to the city which
is also no source of happy solutions.
Even more than other cities, the
city of new York has failed miserably in handling this and other
problems in housing.
Because of the enormity of the
problem and the absence of answers,
the city is only too happy when
tenants organize and take responsibility for their building. It may be
that New York is the only city where
tenant power is so strongly in favor
with judges and city housing officials, even though corruption and
payoffs in the courts and in the
housing offices are allegedly as
prevalent as ever.

The Picture Comes into Focus
In six months a person can learn
a lot about a city, but it takes at least
that much time in New York City
just to get through an introductory
course on the physical, geographical, political, and cultural structures of the city. In particular. I
have been prowling the streets of
Times Square/Hell's Kitchen in
order to acquaint myself with one
of the most fascinating, exciting,
and alive areas I have ever seen.
Every block is different- a new
neighborhood with a new set of
characters, a new atmosphere, new
joys, new dangers. Each block is a
city in itself, from a theater block,
to a business block, to an empty
block with nothing but parking lots,
to a residential block in which one
or another of the many ethnic groups
predominates, to a block of bars and

massage parlors, and on it goes. On
most blocks the crowds which possess the sidewalks change from hour
to hour in composition: from rush
hour crowds, to shopping hour
crowds, to sex hour crowds, to theater hour crowds, and on it goes.
On Friday night Times Square
belongs to the business people who
stay in the city for dinner and a
show before going home to the suburbs; on Saturday night it belongs
to the people who come into the
city to do some shopping and stay
for the evening. And on Sunday
night Times Square belongs to the
people of New York City. By the
thousands they come from uptown,
Harlem, and Spanish Harlem, from
Brooklyn, the Bronx, and Queens.
You can tell by the way they look
and dress, by their age and race, by
their walk, that these people are
not visitors. They are New Yorkers
and they've come to their Times
Square on the night when it belongs
to them.
To live in the center of New York
is at first an overwhelming experience which the new resident describes either in glowingly romantic terms or in words of fear and
danger. After a while, however,
the blur of people and activity begins to clear, and one can focus on
a very different picture. People
and events become human. The
opening and closing of shops, the
movement of police, the confusion
of a thousand events happening at
once, become separate things to be
watched and understood. One observes the weekly or bi-weekly shipment of dope arrive at its distribution point, getting passed up the
street like a relay race, changing
hands as often as three times in one
block. On those days it's almost impossible to find a cop on the street.
The prostitutes become distinguishable as individuals, and later are
even conversant ("Hey Father,
wanta go out?'' "No, thank you;
how're you doing?" "OK, I guess
. .. hey Father, pray for me ... sure
you don't wanta go out?"). The
merchants and other regulars on the
street become friendly (especially
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on 9th Avenue, an international
street of shops, stores, and cafes for
the varied ethnic peoples of Hell's
Kitchen).
Not only does it become a clearer
picture to look at, but it also becomes a community in which you
can participate: in your apartment
house tenants' meetings, in block
and community meetings, in crisis
situations of the people on the street,
in the pool rooms and bars where
you become known, and in the
thousands of human happenings
that you can find in any city neighborhood, but which somehow have
an added amazing dimension because they are happening in an
area in New York City which is
known to so many as the middle of
the world.

The City Does Work
It may sound strange, but in the
midst of all that has been described
above, I still believe that the city is
a good and human place to be. I
don't mean that just in a general or
idealistic sense, but in the most concrete particularity: Times Square
and Hell's Kitchen!
Recently, at the installation of a
new Lutheran pastor here in the
Clinton community, all the visiting
speakers described the community
as inhuman and horrifying. They
offered little beside pity and the
promise of prayers for the new pastor and his work. Finally, a local
Roman Catholic priest was asked to
say a word of welcome. In doing so,
he tried to insert a corrective word
about the community. He said that
much of what was said about Clinton was true, but only in a superficial sense. He invited the visitors
to come back for a longer period of
time, when they could leam something about the community's
warmth, humanness, and other good
qualities.
I feel the same way about the
city in general, and about my new
home in particular. I am not a "romantic" who puts on blinders so as
not to see the evil; nor an "elitist"
who pretends sophistication and
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pays for protection from the city's
dangers. I am not a "technological
optimist" who sees the city as a temporary problem which will ultimately be computerized into an equation
of equilibrium. Nor am I a "triumphalist" who sounds the trumpet
of promise that the victorious eschaton is on the way, and declares that
those who have eyes to see can already recognize the emerging Secular or Holy City.
In spite of all the evil and inhumanity in the city, I do not believe
the city's essential nature can be
described with the evil images of a
fallen humanity. While I believe
there is hope for the future, the
city's constructive nature should
not be described merely with the
eschatological image of redemption
and the coming kingdom. Rather,
I believe that a far more accurate
image to describe the city's basic
nature is "creation": God made it,
and saw that it was good! Underneath all the worthless city surveys,
helpless Housing Authorities, and
subway knifings is not only the hope
of a happy ending, but the memory
of a good beginning!
I guess it's like the old argument
about human nature. Are we "good"
in the sense that God made us and
said that we were good? Or are we
by nature sinful and evil as we state
in our prayer of confession of sin?
Both can simultaneously be true,
they say, and the validity of one
does not contradict the truth of the
other. Funny, I don't understand
it in human nature nearly as well
as I think I understand it about the
city!
Anyone who knows and loves the
city can give a thousand illustrations
which demonstrate that the city is
good, that the city is human. Innumerable are the ways in which
the people of an apartment house, a
city block, a shop, a neighborhood,
an organization, a church, a family
have found that the city works- not
could work or did work or might
work, but does work. One can walk
the streets, visit a neighborhood,
or be present in any part of the city
at any time of the day or night, and

still confess without embarrassment,
"I believe in God the Father Almighty, Maker of heaven and
earth. . . " and on earth, the city.
Yet most people have accepted the
principle that the city is inhuman
and evil, and cannot work. It is
ironic that the people and systems
which are charged with the responsibility of caring for the city often
seem to be the ones primarily responsible for keeping it from working.
Because they do not believe that
the city can work, and because they
act and operate as though it can't,
they help to ensure that it will not.
They quickly become cynical and
corrupt and use the inadequate
systems for their own power, status,
and wealth. They are leeches on a
sick monster which cannot get well,
but which they cannot allow to die.
The commonly accepted belief
that the city is inhuman, evil, and
cannot work must be exposed as
false and replaced by an awareness
of the human city. But I don't yet
know how this can be done. I'm willing to continue participating in the
search for new ways to deliver the
city from its evil denominations.
I believe that the church, with its
understanding of justice and liberation, has an important role in doing this, but I do not know whether
the church has sufficient confidence
in its teachings to be effective.
In the meantime, my continuing
experience tells me that the basic
natureofthecityremains unchanged.
Call it a miracle if you wish, but
the city is still human and good,
and it still works in spite of its oppressive systems. Millions of people
still live, function, work, play, love,
make love, sleep, and wake up alive
in the city.
And in the middle of the biggest
of them all, in Times Square and
Hell's Kitchen, I'm putting down
new roots because I still love the
city, because I still have not leamed
to live in fear of the city, because
I believe that if we have a future
it will be in cities, and because I believe along with Harry Nilssen that
the Lord must be in New York City.
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BETWEEN HERE AND THERE AND NOW AND THEN

THE SECOND MOST IMPORtant playhouse in Zurich, Das Theater am Neumarkt, decided on taking
no new play into its repertory this
season. Is there no new play of any
significance to be found, they were
asked. Of course not, was the answer,
otherwise we would produce it. No
doubt there must be some new plays
available, since quite a few German, Austrian and Swiss dramatists
are around and probably at their
typewriters at this very moment.
I could think of some German plays
which are at least worth trying, let
alone those of the English and
French stages. The Studio of the
Schauspielhaus presented Robert
Patrick s Kennedy's Children and is
preparing to premiere not less than
three new plays by Swiss authors.
When I spoke to the Dramaturg
of the Theater am Neumarkt some
time ago and in passing mentioned
Pinter, whom he did not like in principle, and then by chance Kennedy's
Children as a worthwhile try he rejected the idea. He not only disliked the play per se, but also thought
that its theme would have to be
shifted to Central Europe, to A denauer's Children.
The reaction of some spectators
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at the performances of Kennedy's
Children at the Studio of the Schauspielhaus may have justified this
attitude. In the immediacy of their
dialogue with an audience some
plays are not only very much bound
up with their period but also with a
certain locale. But is not the despair
of an entire generation rather global
in our time? Cannot the loss of someone's belief- the major theme of
Kennedy's Children-be easily
translated into one's own doubts
and misery wherever one happens
to be? Since Beckett's charactersas reapers of the feelings of futility
among the victors as well as among
those defeated after World War IIhave found international response,
the dramaturgic secret probably
lies in how specific the dramatists'
targets are. The characters in Waiting For Godot have a Chaplinesque
power of the tragic in their grotesquehumorous gestures. The characters
in Kennedy 's Children- however
interestingly the play may be staged
-are desperate American kids
who are the victims of their leaders'
follies and specifically of the Vietnamese war.
THEFOLKPLAYISANOTHER
species which cannot easily be trans-

planted into a world to which it is
unrelated. Johann N estroy has
always been a favorite on German
stages and had-even recentlya strong comeback. Had he written
his plays in High German instead
of in his native Viennese dialect,
he would have been appreciated by
the world as the Aristophanes of the
19th century. One of Beckett's and
Ionesco's precursors was undoubtedly Nestroy, whom Thornton Wilder
discovered some time ago already.
Skillfull transplant occurred when
Nestroy's The Merchant of Yonkers
later turned up as the musical Hello,
Dolly! with a great deal of Wilder's
spirit as polished veneer.
One ought to know more about
Nestroy. He thought little of the
world and could not help laughing
about it. He was a master of innocent fun, behind which lurked the
truth that hurts. He was a virtuoso
of scathing wit, and he could say the
most frightening things in the funniest way, being particularly fond
of using a play on words with deeper meaning. For instance, Holofernes, a character in N estroy's
parody of Friedrich Hebbel's drama
Judith, interrupts one of his captain's remarks with "This is a crime:
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I'm here to think, and whoever
dares to have a thought is burglarizing my head." Nestroy was not
thinking of the Assyrians but of
certain generals in the Austrian
army when he unmasked the arrogant hollowness of Holofernes.
Nestroy was a critic of the time
and society in which he lived- and
a great deal of his criticism is still
to the point because it hits the follies of man. He preferred to write
about the ordinary people he knew,
the upper and lower middle class,
but the real world is seen as if
through a magic screen. He was a
juggler and conjurer who created
his own farcical fairytale reality in
which everyone is a philosopher
in his own profession. There is
always at least one figure in his
plays who is the fool but who possesses Nestroy's wisdom and wit.
The liberals considered him reactionary; the conservatives took him
for a revolutionary. Nestroy had a
difficult time with his censors, but
outwitted them. One of his characters said about them:
A censor is a man turned pencil or a pencil turned man, a
flesh-turned cut through the
products of the mind, a crocodile waiting at the banks of the
current of ideas to bite off the
heads of the swimming literati.
Or was Nestroy thinking of Vietnam
or Watergate when he said:
After revolutions there can't
be any really just punishment.
True to the law, many hundreds of thousands of people
should be sentenced to deathof course, that can't be done.
Well then, one is being killed
for a lifetime, another gets
fifteen years of prison, a third
one six weeks, and the fourth
gets a medal- and really all
of them have done the same.
His sharp wit is also present in
the dramatic fable, The Necessary
and the Superfluous, with which
Das Theater am Neumarkt opened
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its season. A somnambulist saves the
life of a rich man who, to express
his gratitude, promises the poor
fool to give him anything he can
wish for as long as it is necessary.
It is a biting satire dramatizing how
one thing in life necessitates the
next. But our poor rich hero stumbles over something small but irritating, which he wants removed. Unrelated to his needs, his wish was
superfluous. Even though our hero
loses everything, he is rewarded
in the end with more than the bare
necessities of life. Nestroy's is a
fairytale world and remains so to
the bitter end. He satirizes man's
foolishness, yet dismisses his
audience with a broad and kind
grin.
It is not easy to stage Nestroy well,
but Das Theater am Neumarkt did
a rather good job of it. There was
wit in the staging as much as in
Nestroy's lines, and the actors, even
though some had a hard time mastering the author's dialect, undoubtedly had fun with Nestroy's fun.
And his laughter is contagious.
"All you need is a lively imagination, but it must be damned lively,
and you may have a pretty pleasant
time in this world," Nestroy remarked, and his imagination certainly was "damned lively."
THE
PLAYWRIGHT
AND
novelist Odon von Horvath, whose
reputation continues to grow long
after his tragic death in 1938, is as
yet rather unknown in the AngloSaxon world. The Zurcher Schauspielhaus staged his Kasimir und
Karoline in which the author unmasks the game of love, its limitations in an economically insecure
time. It is a human comedy about
two people who thought they were
in love and are finding out that
bad times can strangely influence
the woman's feelings. Too late she
finds out how deep she can fall while
trying to rise from her proletarian
existence to a higher middle-class
one.
Horvath's interest is with the
"little man" and his struggle with
himself. He is a master of a language

which uses inarticulateness with
dramatic emphasis. His figures
speak in their own language, a language of empty phrases, proverbs,
and half-articulated thoughts which
nevertheless reveal the deep meaning they try to hide. Horvath was
interested in reviving the German
folk play and giving it contemporary meaning. Kasimir und Karoline is one of his fine achievements
in which society, particularly the
Bavarian type of the 1920s, is satirized. It is seen through the tragic
misunderstanding of two lovers
who live on the edge of love.
Michael Kehlmann has become wellknown for his staging of Horvath
plays on stages and television and
has done wonders with it for the
Schauspielhaus.
ABOUT A YEAR AGO SAMUEL
Beckett was invited by the Schiller
Theater in Berlin to stage his most
famous play, Waiting for Godot.
I saw it again in the Theater 11 in
Zurich. It remains one of the great
experiences in the theatre even after
so many years. But what may have
been shock and enigma more than
twenty years ago has become for us a
frightening and enigmatic reality.
It is fascinating to note that during the rehearsals Beckett often admonished his four actors to give
more color and feeling to their
lines, or clipped phrases or single
words. Originally he had asked the
stage directors and designers to use
a rather darkish sky, but now in his
own stage version the sky is bright
and becomes even brighter at the
end of each act by a moon moving
magically through the sky. I remember having seen only one leaf
on the lonely tree in Act Two when
the play was shown in New York.
Now Beckett has put three leaves
on his tree.
After all- perhaps- who knowswhile we are talking to make conversation- and are wa1tmg for
Godot hoping he- whoever he may
be- has seen us waiting and hoping-we can still wait and hopemaybe- after all- who knows-
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BOOKS
THE AMERICAN HERITAGE
OF RAILROADS IN AMERICA.

HISTORY

By Oliver Jensen. New York: American
Heritage, 1975. $29.95.

To cover the history, technology,
and romance of the American Railroad in 320 pages is an impossible
task and no one would be more
willing to admit that fact than Oliver
Jensen. As both an American Heritage editor and a practicing rail
fan (Chairman of the Board of the
Valley Railroad Company, a 21
mile long steam operated tourist
line at Essex, Connecticut), Jensen
is well equipped for the task of trying, as he states in his introduction,
" ... to bring back to life, as much as
is possible in a single volume, a
century and a half of history." On
the same page he states his goals and
acknowledges his failings as well
as his prejudices in writing this
volume. In reviewing this book,
therefore, except for remarking on
errors of fact, I can only state where
my personal prejudices conflict
with those of the author.
This is a book for browsing by the
general public rather than a reference volume for the devoted rail
fan. In attempting to select the best
pictures to illustrate the various
topics, the author has drawn on
sources that are familiar to the devotees of the subject. However, the
excellent color reproductions of
lithographs distributed by the early
locomotive builders, the detailed
steel engravings from Weissenborn's
"American Locomotive Engineering" of 1871, Brady's Civil War
photographs, and the prints from
Russell's needle sharp wet plate
negatives of the building of the
Union Pacific are well worth studying by those new to the material.
The photographs by such modern
interpreters of the railroad scene
as Steinheimer, Plowden and Lind
show some of the reasons why the
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steel rail still occupies a place in
many hearts.
Jensen's
literary
background
shows well in his choice of text. He
often quotes from observers of the
time. Extracts from Pittenger's account of the taking of the General,
Robert Louis Stevenson's account
of travel on an emigrant train,
O'Henry's report of a train robbery,
or Dickens' impression of an early
New England railroad trip are well
worth reading. His ' choice of railroad advertising lithographs is
excellent, although I, personally,
would have preferred to see a few
Currier and Ives prints or an example of some of the excellent calendar
art that was used by the Pennsylvania Railroad in the forties and
fifties in place of reproductions
from one of his favorite children's
books.
Jensen even includes material on
the electric interurban railway, although his Eastern myopia (also
evident in other places) causes him
to route the Chicago-New York
trolley traveler through Springfield, Illinois rather than through
South Bend, Indiana. Somehow he
forgot about the Princeton-Peoria
gap in the Illinois Traction System
and the Ridge Farm-Terre Haute
gap between the Illinois and Indiana
traction networks. While he devotes
a good bit of text to the praise of the
Union Pacific's articulated "Big
Boys" his only picture of an articulated locomotive is a rather muddy
print of a builder's photograph of
a Virginia 4-8-8-2 which, in my
opinion, is not in the same esthetic
ball game as the "Big Boy," the
Messabie's "Yellowstones," or the
Norfolk and Western's Y6b. His
quote from the testimony of the
mayors of Los Angeles and San
Francisco before the Senate antitrust committee damning General
Motors and the National City Lines
for the destruction of the Pacific
Electric and the Key System might
well be placed alongside of a list of
the things that these two cities and
many like them did to destroy their
rail-based local transportation systems.

His material on the railroad station, both in its glory and decay, is
excellent even if unbalanced towards
that part of the country east of the
Mississippi. His coverage of the
robber barons is both full and illuminating. His attempt to correct the
distorted impression of the land
grants is important to the layman's
knowledge of American economic
history.
When it comes to compiling a
book, each chapter of which deserves to be a book in itself, Jensen
has done much more than a craftsman's job. As a man of strong opinion he is not averse to showing his
prejudices. He has drawn from the
best sources within the limitations
he has imposed on himself. The
mechanical quality of the book,
especially the color plates, is excellent. While not a rigorous or
comprehensive history the book
will appeal to both the rail fan and
lay reader. It deserves a place on
many coffee tables throughout our
land during this bicentennial year.
KENNETH MORTIMER

SINCERITY AND AUTHENTICITY.
By lionel Trilling. Cambridge, Massachusetts: Harvard University Press, 1972.

AFTER BABEL.
By George Steiner. Fair lawn, New Jersey:
Oxford University Press, 1975.

THESE TWO BOOKS ARE
extraordinarily broad-ranging and
important for the student of literature and morality. I will want to
summarize each in turn, then deal
with the relationship between them.
If this at first seems an artificial
exercise, it will become evident- I
hope- that the connections do run
deep.
Lionel Trilling's Sincerity and
Authenticity is a book of definitions.
Trilling is writing a history of socialliterary consciousness from the
seventeenth to the middle of the
twentieth century and in so doing he
establishes a vital distinction be-
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tween the terms of the title. Sincerity is that quality which integrates a person into a social system. The sincere person is an idealist, who despite all human weaknesses and temporal imperfections
holds to a code of behavior recognized by his society to be of communal value. The authentic person, on the other hand, has come to
the realization that there can be no
code, that society is a mask for hypocrisy and injustice; thus the only
thing worth holding on to is individual consciousness. One who is
authentic can play the game of society in order to survive and at the
same time guard his own sense of
self against the incursions of the
world. Authenticity implies societal
disintegration; in some cases art is
an antidote to this condition, an
organizing force that replaces external moral codes.
I have said much more about
authenticity than sincerity. This
reflects Trilling's thesis that sincerity, since the Renaissance, has
become ever more difficult to attain. By the time of the Enlightenment, it would seem, the sincere
man is a phenomenon of the past;
in Rameau ~ Nephew (Diderot) we
can observe his replacement by the
authentic man, whose excess, alienation, and formlessness have become conditions for survival. This
interpretation of Diderot is not
Trilling's alone. The critic acknowledges his debt to Hegel, who uses
Rameau's Nephew as a kind of.entrance into modern consciousness.
From Hegel, furthermore, it is only
a short step to Nietzsche, Freud,
and the other proponents or investigators of the authentic.
Authenticity won out. According
to Trilling's account this was a necessary development. Was it, however,
a desirable one? Perhaps not, for
there is, the critic argues, a productive polarity between the authentic
and the sincere. This polarity takes
many forms: it becomes an interaction between the pedagogical and
the heroic (here Trilling connects
Jane Austen and Rousseau in a surprising but convincing manner),

24

between the work ethic and the fascination of evil (Conrad), between
the beautiful and the sublime, in
the sense established by Burke's
famous essay. When conditions of
society provoke a victory by one of
these terms over the other, a creative tension is lost; value becomes
cant, as with R. D. Laing's exaltation of madness as a positive good
in modern times. We are left, then,
with a certain regret for the disappearance of the sincere; Trilling
ends with what seems to me an argument for its re-establishment as a
potential value. He does not tell
us just how this could occur; such,
though, could hardly be a task for
this already compressed volume.
The end-point, the reductio ad
absurdum, of a truly authentic
stance, would be an ultimate form
of individuality in which communication with other people became
impossible. In fact, the completely
authentic person would no longer
recognize the need to communicate,
to translate from one sensibility to
another. A discussion of this need
is George Steiner's starting-point
in After Babel.
After Babel is a bulky volume
with a simple but devastating message. Every speech act requires
translation, even when the auditor
and the speaker apparently have the
same language in common. What
emerges, in this view of linguistics,
is an appalling diversity of tongues.
However, this diversity, by its nature, implies a mother language
from which all others are offshoots.
How Steiner arrives at such a notion- and he moves towards it from
several different directions- is perhaps the main interest of the book.
The first chapter describes what
it means to translate within one
language. Steiner comments on passages from Jane Austen, D. G. Rossetti, and Noel Coward-a memorable trio, together for the first time.
Each of these writers, by means of
words, describes or creates a distinct moral environment. The reader's task is to interpret, to translate the words, so that he can rediscover the environment. From this

axiom, Steiner proceeds to an analogous notion: that history is a verbal construct. He means by this that
written records, of whatever sort,
mirror a moral reality, accessible,
again, only by an act of translation.
What one translates is a view of the
world: a view that may be embodied
by the dialect of an embattled minority, the syntax and diction of men
as opposed to women, the rhetoric
of a politician, or-on a different
level- by the ten thousand distinct
and full-scale languages defined in
the researches of modern 'linguistics.
How does one cope with this diversity? The way of academic linguistics is to set up an evolutionary
model which implies that language
is somehow improving: becoming
clearer, simpler in a positive way,
at once more sophisticated and more
functional than before. Steiner
qualifies this position. For him,
historical changes in language are
as likely to conceal habits or attitudes, to adapt to a difficult moral
or political situation, to express,
in however tangled a way, certain
fears and hopes that transcend the
mechanics of language in itself.
Having junked the evolutionary
model, and substituted for it a kind
of all-encompassing humanism,
Steiner, it might seem, has worked
himself into a corner. Seen in his
terms, the Babel of tongues threatens
to become overwhelming. Strangely,
this never happens. Working with
the Hebraic Cabbalistic tradition,
Steiner perceives the multiplicity
as something beyond i~self; there
lurks in every language fragments
of the divine Ursprache. An example will help here. When one says
that a moment is unforgettable,
one doesn't mean that all men will
remember it but simply that it should
be remembered and that it registers, essentially, in the memory of
God. So it is with translation. That
which is untranslatable should be
translatable and is so in the one true
language.
I might point out the precise way
in which, according to Steiner, one
gets a hint of the true language.
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When Holderlin translates from
classical Greek to German, there is
created an ambiguous space between
the two languages, a double-focus
effect by which one rerceives both
languages, both versions at once,
and yet both have been transfigured
into something greater. It is, then ,
by the juxtaposition of translation
and original that the Ursprache
manifests itself.
Sometimes one doesn't know how
to take these ideas. Steiner's Ursprache is perhaps an actual tongue
that was once spoken on the earth ;
it may, on the other hand, be a language that never was and never will
be spoken but which can be perceived
through the diversity of historical
languages. In either case, After
Babel throws down the gauntlet to
professional linguistics.
Trilling and Steiner are both
sages; both, that is, attempt to establish through the study of literature certain moral convictions. This
task, as I have tried to indicate, depends not on pontification but on
precise, finely-honed judgments
about the uses of language, judgments which, for both writers , point
in the same direction. For example, Trilling has much to say about
the problems of understanding
languages conditioned by diversity
and alienation; from Steiner's point
of view, these problems are solved,
or at least mitigated, in the process
of translation. A language which
cannot be translated- which is , in
a sense, totally authentic- signals
a kind of madness abhorred by both
writers. Both believe in a certain
balance: between the sincere and the
authentic, between the incomprehensible and the totally translatable.
It is through the tensions created by
the conflicting demands of these
extremes that one senses the divine
language or that one exists sanely
within a free community of men.
And if one gives in, moving to
either end of the spectrum? The
result, for both writers, is a denial:
of humanity, of divinity, of the
possibilities of life. I have begun,
perhaps, to pontificate; the point,
nonetheless, does need to be made.
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A balance between fascinating extremes, however difficult to keep,
remains basic to those social institutions which are most important in
the Western tradition. Steiner and
Trilling, by reminding us of this
truth with such depth of learning,
of wisdom, have produced important books for the study of the humanities in this century.
TRISHA ERDOSS

GRAHAM GREENE: THE FILMS OF HIS
FICTION.
By Gene D. Phillips, S. J. New York: TeachersCollegePress.1974.Pp. xxv + 203.$10.50

IN THE LATE THIRTIES A
British film critic wrote of little
Shirley Temple's screen appeal:
"Infancy with her is a disguise; her
appeal is more secret and adult.
Her admirers- clergymen
and
middle-aged men- respond to her
dubious coquetry only because the
safety curtain of the story and dialogue drops between their intelligence and th.<;! ir desire."
The critic briefly noted what
psycho-historians of the cinema
subsequently traced in detail: the
descent of the movie virgin archetype of the 'teens and twenties (Mary
Pickford, Lillian Gish, Mae Marsh)
into younger actresses in the thirties (Shirley Temple, Deanna Durbin, Judy Garland). The shift in
American sexual mores and fantasies was obvious. The alluring
virgin could only be a child.
Miss Temple's "leaseholders,"
however, sued the critic for his insight and collected $9800 in damages. Worse, the Lord Chief Justice
rumbled he might press criminal
libel charges too, adding a possible
jail sentence to our critic's woes,
so he prolonged a journey in Mexico until the L. C. J. cooled off. While
on the lam, the critic collected impressions for a novel, eventually
to be known in America as The
Power and the Glory.
Our critic in Mexico was, of course,

Graham Greene, who subsequently
wrote an extraordinarily successful
career for himself in the movies
after these most unpromising beginnings. The following forty year
association with the cinema saw
twenty-four of his novels become
screenplays for films, eight of them
adapted by Greene himself. To this
reviewer's knowledge, no other
modern novelist has enjoyed as
many adaptations of his works in
film and, against the averages, as
many artistically successful adaptations as well.
Father Phillips' book deftly explores the relationship between
Greene the novelist and Greene the
screenwriter, as well as it also more
briefly follows the fortunes of
Greene's novels adapted by others.
Phillips divides "Greeneland" into
four parts: The Stranger's LandAdaptations of Greene's entertainments by other screenwriters; Our
Man in Vienna-Greene's film
adaptations of his entertainments;
The Man Within- Adaptations of
Greene's serious fiction by other
screenwriters; Brown is not Greene
-Greene's film adaptations of his
serious fiction. The organization
of the book by genre slightly fogs
the reader's understanding of the
chronological development of
Greene's art and craft, but Phillips
partly compensates for his genre
focus by intercutting excerpts of
interviews with Greene throughout
the text, and they often provide
precious historical insights. Indeed,
the theological critique of Greene's
work is mostly provided by Greene
himself. He resists the frequent
charge of Jansenism by his theological critics, but he muses that some
of his novels and films may appear
Manichaean to those bereft of any
belief in supernatural evil.
One regrettable omission is an
exploration of Greene's screen adaptations of other author's works, particularly his screenplay of Shaw's
St. Joan, one of two adaptations
Greene has done of another author's
work and his only adaptation of a
play. Shaw wrote an excellent screenplay for his St. Joan before his death,
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and one wonders why Otto Preminger asked Greene for another screenplay, whether Greene worked from
Shaw's play or (I doubt) his screenplay or both, or indeed whether
Greene and Preminger were even
aware of the existence of Shaw's
little known screenplay at all. In
any event, their film was a disaster,
and cineastes in search of understanding are left looking elsewhere
for an autopsy. Father Phillips
chooses to look away, which is surely kindness but possibly kindness
to a fault. An examination of
Greene's adaptation of another
author's work would have further
illuminated the task of the typical
screenwriter who is usually not
adapting his own work.
The presiding virtue of Phillips
book, however , remains his attention to the art of screenwriting in
current film scholarship. For too
long the search for the "author" in
the collaborative art of film has
stopped at the director as auteur,
and while it is true that the script
is not the film it is also true that in
the beginning of a film is the word.
Greene, of course, is somewhat
atypical among screenwriters (he
was never enmeshed in the anonymous Hollywood screenwntmg
machine); but his work is still representative of the screenwriting
craft at its best, and Phillips' study
is a good point for the interested
reader to begin his understanding
of the arts of translating the novel
into film .
Others before Father Phillips
have marked the cinematic character of Greene's novels. Most are
written in highly visual sequences;
many of the narrators have a camera
eye, all maintain a strong story
line, some include chases, and none
climax in the mind alone. In a sense
a Greene novel is already a treatment for a film, ideally ready-made
for the screenwriter. In fact , when
Greene set out to write his one original screenplay, The Third Man ,
he found it creatively necessary to
back up and write so elaborate a
treatment that it was later publish ed
as a novel.
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What Phillips' study most surprisingly reveals is the artistic ruthlessness with which Greene adapts
his already cinematic novels, in effect often rewriting them for the
screen. Some of Greene's novels
have been massacred by other screenwriters, especially in those bleak
years in America "when movies
were movies" and political and ecclesiastical censure kept them that
way, but no screenwriter has more
radically altered a Greene novel
than has Greene himself. What
finally emerges in Phillips' study is
a portrait of Greene as a master
storyteller, so sovereign over his
themes and in command of his materials, that he can tell his stories
in many different ways in many different media.
This reviewer's opinion is that
the importance of Greene's screenwriting ranks somewhere between
his lighter novels (the entertainments) and his serious fiction. Certainly his best films- The Fallen
Idol, The Third Man, Our Man in
Havana -will be remembered on
the TV late show long after his last
entertainment is out of print, while
his best serious fiction- The Power
and the Glory, The Heart of the
Matter, Brighton Rock -will be
remembered after all his entertainments and all his films are forgotten.
RICHARD LEE

THE BORN EXILE: GEORGE GISSING
By Gillian Tindall. New York and London:
Harcourt, Brace, Jovanovich , 1974.$10.00.

The title of Gillian Tindall's
analytical biography echoes the title
of one of George Gissing's most
important novels, Born in Exile ,
the story of a young man who, like
Gissing, was born into a class far
beneath the one to which, in education and temperament, he rightfully belonged. A "born exile" Gissing certainly was, but not in the
way he thought he was.

In contrast to the George Gissing
that most of his readers conceive
of as having been cruelly thwarted
by fate in the form of poverty, ill
health, lower-middle-class background, and singularly bad luck
in the choice of wives, Gillian Tindall has revealed to us a man whose
tragic flaws brought upon him his
own fate. Instead of being hounded
by poverty all his life, as Gissing
often implied he was, Miss Tindall
points out that except for some
early years of unforgettable poverty
in London he was in fact never in
actual want. The ill health, instead
of being caused solely by the hardships of his life, was partly hypochondriacal. Instead of being hampered by his lower-middle-class
background as such, Gissing, like
his contemporaries Thomas Hardy,
George Meredith, H. G. Wells, and
Arnold Bennett, who were also of
humble origins, had many opportunities to be received into upperclass circles, but he usually perversely declined them.
As for his seeming bad luck in
choice of wives, The Born Exile
proves to us in great detail that
Gissing's own nature inexorably
drove him to exactly the type of
woman he married in each case. The
early devotion to the romantic idea
of marrying and thus saving a young
prostitute, Nell Harrison , blinded
him to the fact that her mind and
soul were already past redemption.
To buy a sewing machine for her he
committed the crime of stealing
money at Owens College in Manchester; he was caught, disgraced,
and sent to prison at the age of 19.
Nell became an alcoholic and a terrible burden for the young husband. But after her death, which
mercifully freed the author to write
in peace and to marry a more suitable wife, Gissing perversely chose
a woman not only of very low station in life and practically no education, but of very questionable
mental stability. Miss Tindall has
us see this as a form of self-retribution, caused partly by a sense of
guilt from the past and partly by the
belief, for several reasons, that he
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would never be worthy of the love of
a woman of his cultural level.
"The Guilty Secret 'is ihe title of
a major section of the book under
review which deals with a theme
running through the entire life and
work of George Gissing and suggesting the real reason for his feeling of "exile." Though his own
"guilty secret" of the Manchester
crime and prison term never figures
as such in any of his novels, it surely
figures indirectly in the form of all
kinds of other "guilty secrets" lying
behind the actions and lives of his
chief characters. Because of his
guilty past, Gissing was barred from
an academic career and he never
felt at ease with the upper classes.
But because of his education and
natural inclinations, he never felt
at home with the middle or lower
classes, either- hence be was "in
exile" all his life. Despite this fact,
or more likely because of it, he
drove himself to write for a living.
Ironically, as Miss Tindall proves
to w, when his living conditions
were at their worst and his sense of
being exiled was most acute, Gissing
did his best work.
George Gissing comes incredibly
alive in this book because of Gillian
Tindall's method of examining the
events of the author's life in conjunction with the novels he wu
writing at the same time. In fact,
two George Gissings come alive
for us: the man himself, who was a
very human mixture of the noble,
the insecure, the kindly, the snobbish, and the disillusioned; and
George Gissing the author, who
clearly saw these traits in other
men and depicted them brilliantly
in his novels, often showing much
more insight into his own personality in the books than in real life.
The most fascinating contribution
Miss Tindall makes to the known
facts about Gissing is that he had the
talent of predicting his own life
in his books. For example, he accurately describes the breakdown
of his second marriage, including
leaving his second wife and taking
his small son away from her, in In
the Year of jubilee, written three
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year5 before ara lel ·events in his
own life. w ta.nd amazed that
Gissipg th<: mnrt did ·not somehow
manage to avoid the predicaments
which Gissing the author had foretold so rationally.
Gissing's importance in English
literature lies in his special kind of
realism, which includes his vivid
pictures of lower- and lower-middle-claM London- pessimistic and
unpleasant pictures, to be sure, but
always relived, as Miss Tindall
does not, in my opinion, stress quite
enough, by a wry (and sometimes
uproarious and Dickensian) sense
of humor. He was influenced by the
naturalism of the French writers
across the Channel- and by some
of the more realistic English novelists of his own time- but his realism
was doubtless caused mostly by his
own bitter experiences. His exileheroes, usually artists or writers,
partial-portraits of their author,
introduced a new kind of protagonist to the English novel, one that
would become more familiar in the
works of Bennett, Galsworthy,Joyce,
and Lawrence.
Another notable quality in Gissing's works is a great sympathy for
the maltreated, especially women.
Gissing's insight into and sympathy
for the plight of women in his own
time is remarkable, when one considers the usual attitude toward
women in Victorian England. The
novels of even such careful observers of the female mind as Gabworthy, Bennett, Hardy, and Conrad do not contain nearly as much
insight as Gissing's into the causes
and effects of the conditions of life
of nineteenth-century English
women. In such books as The Emancipated, New Grub Street, In the
Year of jubilee, and above all The
Odd Women, Gissing reveals most
understandingly the plight of
women, especially lower-middleclass women, who lacked education,
money, and independence. The
female characters in Gissing's boob
are especially true to life because
they all (after a few early romanticized types like Thyn.a) contain a
realistic mixture of faults and vir-

tues. Miss Tindall's chapter on "The
Woman Question" is excellent.
I would like to register a quibble
or two only because this perceptive
and useful book would be worth
making still more useful: the numbering system of the footnotes makes
them exceedingly hard to match up
with the original references; and the
quotations are very seldom identified by page or chapter.
But it is a book which is very
readable. Even to those who are unfamiliar with Gissing's novels, The
Born Exile will be a rewarding
book for the insight it gives into the
relationship between the life and the
work of a very interesting novelist.
For those already familiar with the
novels, this book will shed new
light upon the author's creative
process. And for all who ndmire
the human being who retains his
intellectual power, his artistic talent,
his sense of humor, and his sense
of right in the face of cruel obstacles
(albeit obstacles he may have perversely created for himself), Gissing
the man and Gissing the novelist
and Gissing the "hom exile" should
have a tremendous appeal.

MARILYN SAVESON
(continued from page 28)

ment of religion; they have also
pleaded for the right of an individual to express his religious convictions in political action. At its
1966 convention, the Lutheran
Church in America adopted a statement affirming the proper relationship of Church and State as both
"institutional separation and functional interaction," which is as good
a summary as I have found.
0. P. Kretzmann has left us now
on permanent sabbatical, but he
devoted a lifetime to developing
ways in which individuals and institutions legitimately and winsomely could express a uniquely
Christian commitment among the
complexities, inconsistencies, and
ambiguities of the Church-State
relations of our land. It isn't easy,
but it is possible.
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BERNHARD HILLILA

And at the Top of
the Christmas Tree,
the Liberty Bell?

As a nation vc have been ambivalent about the inter-relationships
of Church and State. That isn't too
urprising, since those relationships are complicated. Obviously
there are no simple answers to the
dilemma, but do we even have intelligent choices?
To some persons, the logical
choice is the simple' option of complete separation. A phrase from
Thoma Jefferson' correspondence
hu been so often used to describ
this un-relationship of Church and
St te that some people believe it
is from the U.S. Constitution: "a
W11ll of separation, high and impenetrable." Madelyn Murray
O'Hare, for one, is 5till interested
in complete elimination of religion
from all govemmentnl involvement.
And from a diametrically opposed
orientation, there arc spokesmen
for Ami h and other religious
group , who refuse all governmental
involvement, including aid to their
schools.
Our nation historically has not
taken the option of dean-cut exclusion of religion from governmental life: (1) References to God
and to religion remain in key
governmental documents. (2) A
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judicial oath is usually taken with
a hand on the Bible and an e pression of reliance on God's hPlp; oaths
of 9.ffir an often taken with similar
~li-~ n - r •rences. (3) The Pledge
of All ·
to the Flag includesas a comparatively recent addition
the reference to "one nation undPr
God." (4) Even he who trust only
in Mammon uses coms which ritncss to a trust in God above gold.
(5) Congress, wluch has bound itself
not to establish any religion, e tablished the office of chaplain to the
legislative body and continues to
begin the legislativl' day with religious devotions. (6) Military chaplains have not merely been aUowed
to lead in prayer in Vietnam battles, but they have been paid to do
so by tax funds. (7) At our national
service academies, chapel services
have been available and, in some
cases, attendance has been compulsory. (8) National observances of
days of prayer and Thanksgiving
Day are decreed by the Prcsidl'nt.
(9) Even though challenged, public
religiou observance by astronauts
on government-sponsored missions
has been declared legitimate in the
opinion of our courts. ( 10) Tax
exemption has bet.>n granted to
churches. (11) Parochial school
children in many cases receive bus
rides, textbooks, library re ources,
audio-visual equipment, and remedial services provided by public
funds. (12) Some of the 1 rgcst departments of religion in our land
are to be found in state universities.
Thl' list i'l endless. The separating
wall is not high, impenetrable, or .
even straight. The situation is confusing. It's no wonder that some
people don't even wince when the
Lib rty Bell replaces the Star on the
national Christmas tree!
The promoters of another option
therefore a ·k: If it is not apparently
desirable-and maybe not even
po siblc- to eliminate all religious
content and contact from public
life, public events, public schools,

then why not giVe whole-hearted,
open support to those- citizens who
wish to include religion in all significant areas of their lives?
That option is folio ed by many
countries which have an established
religion. Such is the case in Finland, whose schools I visited during
the first month of my sabbatical
leave. (I observed the commandment: rem«.>mber the sabbatical, to
keep it wholly educational!) Treml'ndous changes are taking place
in Finnish schools; in fact, the entire
system is being thoroughly revisl.'d
Religion, howl.'ver, continues to be
a part of the school program. I was
asked on occasion to conduct the
daily morning dl.'votions, the studPnts inging spiritedly from their
standard issue Finnish Lutheran
hymnals. Religion, including doctrinal content, is also a regular subject in the curriculum.
The public schools of our land
began with such sect rian religious
instruction, to be sure, but after attempts at a non-sectarian approach,
they have become secular. Because
of the constitutional prohibition of
established religion, it is not po sible in the l'nitcd States to have the
type of govt>rnm<>ntal support for
religion which obtains in so m ny
other lands. Most of us would not
con idcr it de irable in any case.
In this country, we have lived with
a much more complicated pattern of
Church-State relationships. We have
tried to take seriously the entire
First Amendment of the Constitution, which not only prohibits "establi hment of religion" but also
provides for "the free exercise thereof." As a nation we have valued religion more than irreligion, but we
have also prized the right of each
individual to decide for his specific
religious or non-religiou or even
anti-religious point of view. Our religious leaders have often been in
the forefront of opposing establish·
(continued on page 27)
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